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Chapter | 


„WHAT? A speedboat?" James cried out. He immediately was frightened, and his pulse started to race. "A 
speedboat? And Lars steering the fucker? ARE YOU MAD?" 


"Oh, come on, James," Kirk answered, giving James a wide grin. "Let's try it. This could be fun" 
"Fun? FUN? You really must be mad" James slapped his forehead. "Fucking Lars, and a speedboat together. 


Nonono! This means a catastrophe combined with deadly horror! | mean, ABSOLUTE deadly horror combined 


with a mega catastrophe .. Have you seen him drive his fucking poor Porsche? The fucking car has to suffer a 


lot and clearly wants to run away whenever Lars just jingles with his car keys by approaching the poor 
Porsche .. The fucking car is near commiting suicide, that's pretty easy to see .. Have you ever seen a black 
Porsche get pale? A SPEEDBOAT? NO WAY! | will be damned if I'd set a foot inside a boat which has more than 
two very small paddles to get moved around if Lars will be on board. The guy is dangerous. Its much more 


easier and faster to get ourselves killed on the spot with some of my rifles." 
James sneered in deep disgust. 


"You are a little dramatic, James ... | might say that you're SLIGHTLY hysterical," Kirk stated as a matter of 
fact. He shook his head, dark curls flying. "Come on, you're a bad-ass metal fucker, you ain't allowed to have 


fear .. Lars doesn't drive too fast, really. I've driven with him numerous times. And look - I'm still alive." 


"That doesn't mean anything to me, sweetie, because Lars can't drive too fast whenever you're inside his 
fucking poor Porsche, because he always has one hand inside your pants, so he CAN'T do the racing-like-a- 
madman thing ‘cause he greedily is ogling your dick all the time. Besides, how could he drive like a madman if 


he is sucking your dick and can't have a look at the road?" 


"Oh PLEASE, James! This is complete nonsense," Kirk sighed and rolled his eyes. "Lars NEVER uses to suck my 


cock when he's driving .. | really don't know why you are thinking about nonsense like this. You are crazy." 


"Well, okay, then you might be the one who uses to do the sucking thing with a certain cock of a certain 


driver of a certain poor black Porsche. It's all the same to me." 
"JAMES!" Kirk yelled at the blond singer. "You take that back! Immediately!" 


"Excuse me, but would you be so rice to get a little more precise?" James hissed. "Should | take back that HE 
sucks your fucking cock while driving, or should | take back that YOU suck HIS cock while he is driving?" 


| would smash your teeth to bloody ashes if you won't be so fucking tall," Kirk threatened, howling in a high- 
pitched hysterical tone, massively in rage. He hopped up and down and stomped his feet. "You take EVERYTHING 
back or you fucking can call the fucking asshole of your fucking dentist for a fucking emergency date. FUCK! | 
do NOT accept this absolutely impertinent tone of yours by just having a harmless small-talk about my 
boyfriend's abilities to drive a car, let alone a black Porsche, lemme tell you this, asshole! And don't you forget 


about it! COMPRENDE?" 
James straightened up to his full height, rose his chin and looked down at the same time at Kirk who stil 
hopped up and down on his toes, fists balled and dark eyes full of glooming black fire. James just gave the lead 


guitarist a sarcastic and evil smile. 


"As you have mentioned correctly, | am a bad-ass metal asshole, you little shit," he viciously shouted and 


sniffed then threw back his long blond mane, letting it fly. 


Kirk nearly fainted in lust as he saw this. In addition James quickly approached the other guitarist to threaten 


him by his tall figure and broad chest and shoulders, arms crossed in front of his chest and the muscles 
tensed up. 


Kirk immediately got a painful hard-on. This was too much. 


James stared down the guitarist with blue glowing eyes, trying to look like a bad-ass metal singer directly out 


of hell. 


"l'm a super-extra vicious bad-ass metal fucker, an outstanding evil bad-ass metal singer and guitarist, and | 
might have sold my soul to the devil - you'll never know - and don't you ever forget about this, you little 
shit. | could get you a whimpering mass of a bloody awful idiot of a lead guitarist who'd blame every garage 
band all over the world with his ‘pling-pling' on the three last strings of his fucking guitar - the three other 
strings already have died in shame .. Ah, why do | talk to you about the number of a guitar's strings, its 
fucking useless, because you don't know that a guitar has more than three strings, and you never will learn to 
remember about this. No wonder, it's because you're fucking too dumb .. By the way, a certain idiot of a 
Danish wanna-be drummer - whose little Danish cock you use to suck all the time - isn't able to tell a snare 
from a trumpet, that's it, and | wanted you to know about this fucking fact since years, but you always are 
too busy to suck the cock of said Danish wanna-be drummer, so you aren't able to listen to the bad-ass 
rhythm guitarist who is also the singer of fucking Metallica .. AND besides, if I'd like to do so | might think 
about grabbing a certain impertinent lead guitarist and might throw the fucker into the audience when a 
certain band named Metallica - what a shitty name, by the way .. must have been the fucking idea of a 
fucking asshole of a drummer who can't count up to three - well, if said band will play the next show, maybe 
on an isle where they still use to eat people, dead or alive, it's all the same for me, if you know what | mean .. 
And lemme tell you that you FUCKING like to get eaten to avoid the next sucking-off of a certain gnomish 
Danish cock .. And | guess that the audience likes it, too, ‘cause your sweet ass and your also sweet little 
muscles might be delicately enough to get some pretty fucking rare-done steaks out of them .. I'll do the 
spicing up if the fucking man-eaters will gonna kiss my feet and ask me nicely enough to lend them a hand to 


do their barbecue ..." 


"That's it!" Kirk yelled at James, punching the singer into his six-pack-muscle-abdomen. James didn't even flinch 
what got Kirk even more furious. "Ill kill you ... Ill beat you to a bloody useless mass with my ‘Mummy'-guitar 
~ Or even better, with the ‘Ouija’, the black one, and then the ‘Mummy's’ revenge and also the revenge of my 


evil ‘Bride-of-Frankenstein’ will haunt you, and they all will hunt you down, and ..." 


‘Guys, I'd say that you should stop insulting another now," Jason casually mentioned. He sat in an armchair, his 


long legs in sexy black jeans stretched out. "This is ridiculous." 


"Don't you fucking DARE .." Kirk started to yell at the bassist but Jason just gave a deep sigh, holding up his 
hands. 


Its very entertaining to watch two idiots of guitarists trying to stare the other one to death, just because 
Lars wanted to rent a speedboat and has invited the rest of the band to come along, really .. But it gets a 
little annoying to listen to you after a while, and I'd like to mention that l'm pretty annoyed now, especially 
because James has offered to fuck me half an hour ago, and I'd like to get fucked by him now." 


James stared at Jason, so did Kirk. Then, James cleared his throat. 


"Well, yes, that's an argument, and | won't say anything against it," he calmly said, stroking back his long golden 


mane. 


Then he patted Kirk's shoulder. Kirk stared at him with his dark eyes ripped open wide. James smiled at the 
lead guitarist. 


"I totally agree to have a nice tour on a speedboat with Lars steering the fucker ... This will be fun" 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
As we all know, our beloved Lars doesn't suffer from lack of self-confidence. Also he is gifted with the ability 
to talk everybody into everything. Uuuuhhhh! 


Chapter 2 


„| must be fucking crazy," James murmured to himself - but loud enough for everybody to overhear - while 
he followed Lars, Kirk and Jason along the pier, hands deeply stuffed into the pockets of his jeans. "This is 
absolutely fucking crazy and can't be true. It must be a bad dream .. Yeah, it's just a nightmare, and l'm gonna 
wake up soon, crying like a fury and waking up poor Jason who needs his sleep after I've fucked his brains out 
four times in a row .. So, why am | doing this? | must be MAD to believe those little fuckers of a dumb lead 
guitarist and a Danish gnome who thinks he could be a drummer. I'm totally mad. Brain-washed, that's it. This 
action will be a clear suicide, and I'm stupid enough to do this on purpose. The whole world will laugh about my 
stupidity, and everybody will say that it's typical for such a dumb bad-ass metal musician who doesn't know 
what to do with his fucking billions of fucking money .. Not that | would HAVE billions of bucks. If I'd have 
those billions of bucks | would buy a fucking billionaires yacht and would let do the shipping and steering a real 
captain, and a First officer and a shitload of crew .. But no! What do | do? I'll gonna commit suicide by letting a 


certain Danish drummer steer a racing boat." 


"Aawwww, James, don't be so negative," Lars happily said, grinning widely at James as he looked back at the 
singer over his shoulder. "Think positive, dude! Oh, and WOW! Look at the boat! Just LOOK at it! Isn't it a 


beauty? That elegant shape! | never before saw such a beautiful powerboat .." 
"Speedboat," James murmured. He sounded depressed. 


"No, no, its called a powerboat," Lars corrected him. "I'm sooo excited. And it's all ours. I've rented it for the 


whole day, and | want to steer it the whole day ... IT will be wonderful." 


He had his long light brown hair done into a ponytail in the nape of his neck, and in addition he wore an over- 
dimensioned base-cap in blue and white with the golden embroidered writing "I'm the Captain’ on the front. The 
rest of his outfit included white linen pants, a little too long and wide, so he needed a belt from braided blue 
linen around his waist, and the lower parts of the pants had to get wrapped up several times to prevent Lars 
from stumbling over the fabric all the time. To make it clear to everyone that he was the born sailor, he 
wore a blue-red-white striped shirt, also three sizes too large for him. On the left front side a large 


embroidered anchor in gold was to be seen 


He looked ridiculous. 
Especially because of his favourite and pretty shabby black sneakers he insisted to wear to his sailor's outfit. 


Well, he hadn't found the white linen sailing shoes of his wet dreams, in the exact size of his feet, so he had 
to choose the second-best option he was able to come up with. He had hit every shoe-store in Brisbane 
without luck, and after he had reached the hotel - completely exhausted - he had decided to NOT let fly in 
the white linen shoes from somewhere else over the world because it would ruin his plans because of the 


limited time they had. 


But even Kirk - who really loved Lars and would have done everything to please his lover - had to swallow 
very hard multiple times as he saw Lars leave his bathroom of the suite they both shared at the extremely 
expensive and luxurious hotel in Brisbane. Metallica had hit the city for some days off during their Australian 


tour. 


Jason at first had suggested some comfy guided tours to the inner landscapes of the continent, or maybe just 
to visit some museums or the zoo, or to buy some nice books and have a relaxed time at the swimming pool 


of the hotel - but no. Lars wanted fun, and fun for Lars meant to do something risky. 


Not that he ever would have guessed that the special fun he always insisted to be a must-have for four 


fearless bad-ass metal musicians might have been risky in any way. 


But now, the powerboat really looked good, and James depressed and gloomy mood got a little better. On the 
other hand the boat seemed to be brand new what got James a little suspicious all of a sudden, and his mood 


went back to gloomy darkness. 

"Are you sure we don't need a guy who is used to steer a powerboat?" he asked, suspiciously eyeing the boat. 
"The thing looks somewhat dangerous. And it's new, | guess, so you can't be sure it will swim on the water 
properly. Maybe we'll get drowned after some minutes because it has a hole somewhere .. | guess the thing is 


pretty fast too, right? I'm not sure that we should enter the thing. | dont wanna die so soon" 


"Aawww, James, don't be so negative," Lars answered on the spot, giving James an overly enthusiastic smile. "| 


didn't know you're such a wimp. Really." 
James stared at him with blank blue eyes then shrugged. 


"Whatever," he darkly murmured. "So be it! We all have to die." 


Lars ignored him and hopped over to the powerboat. His green eyes sparkled because of his excitement. He was 
very pleased by himself and his fantastic idea, so he wasn't able to stand still, as usual. He happily held the 
keys for the boat in his right hand. 


"Well, have you ever steered such a thing?" Jason asked. All of a sudden he felt suspicious, too. "Do you have 


enough practice?" 


"Absolutely," Lars gave back. "I can sail, and | can steer a motorboat .. I'm Danish, if you know what | mean 


Dermark is surrounded by the sea Danes are born sailors. It's in our blood" 


"Your blood is pretty American in the meantime," James mentioned. "And | never saw you steer a motorboat .. 


You're too dumb to keep yourself on the upper side of a surf board." 


"That's not of interest," Lars shot back. "And | AM Danish, lemme tell you this. The Danes are known as the 


absolutely best fishermen and fearless sailors all over the world" 

Now Kirk lost control about his composure. 

"You're an idiot," he hissed at Lars. "MY father's - and logically my own - relatives from Ireland also use to 
tell everybody, who doesn't wanna hear the shit, that THEY are born fisherman and sailors because they are 


Gaelic, and the Gaelic people ruled the world thousands and thousands of years, and ..." 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Lars groaned and rolled his eyes. "The Irish fuckers just are able to hunt down their sheep, 
get the poor fuckers shaved, and then they are knitting pullovers for idiotic tourists." 


"You're such an asshole," Kirk sneered at him. "| gonna break your neck and then | gonna stuff your corpse into 
the toilet. Nobody will notice it because you're tiny enough to get flushed down the fucking toilet without 
problems. Then you'll be dead meat somewhere off-shore and the sharks will have you as an appetizer before 
they eat a larger tourist.” 

Lars just chuckled then reached over and squeezed Kirk's ass. 

"| like it when you get all furious, baby," he moaned and slapped Kirk's ass playfully. "It makes me so horny." 


Kirk giggled and swayed his hips in an extra seductive way. 


Behind their backs James gave a desperate groan, and Jason sighed deeply. 


After they had discussed how to enter the powerboat correctly for quite a while, the guys were inside the 
boat. Lars immediately had entered the captain's position before another one of his friends could have laid a 


claim on it. 


The boat had seats for four persons. There were helmets and security swimming vests for everybody, and 


James, Jason and Kirk hurried to get them on 
Lars looked at them with his green eyes wide. 
"You won't need the shit, guys," he disgustedly said. "It's nonsense .." 


"Lars, if you don't put on the helmet and the vest | gonna leave the boat," Kirk threatened, staring dark eyed 
daggers at Lars. 


Lars stared back for a while then he gave a loud groan. 
"Fucking hell," he murmured but then he obeyed. 


After he had got ready - he had to take off his imposing captain's base-cap - he fiddled around with the 


starter keys of the boat for a while, long enough to get James cover his face with both hands in desperation. 
Finally, the powerboats motor forcefully came to life, and Lars gave a triumphant howl. 


There was no need to make a turn with the boat because its bow directly pointed straight ahead to the dark 
blue sea. Jason had got lose the thick ropes what had held the boat to the pier and had thrown them inside 
the boat. Then he sat down beside James who looked at him like a shocked bunny in front of a rattlesnake. 


Lars happily and loudly hummed - out of tune - as he slowly steered the powerboat away from the pier 
without crashing against the pier or another boat. His friends were slightly surprised because no accident had 


happened, and got a little relaxed 


But James secretly had decided that he would manage it to get the little drummer unconscious the very same 
moment they had reached a certain distance to Brisbane, and to steer back the powerboat into the harbour 
himself. He just didn't want someone else of the guys at the harbour watch him knock out cold Metallica's 


drummer. Maybe there would stick a paparazzi around, and what then? 


A loud voice, shouting at them, made him and Jason turn around to have a look at the vanishing pier. 


A guy in dirty white pants and a lose shirt ran up the pier, frantically waving at them with both arms to 
signal them a "No". That was absolutely clear, and James felt his heart's frequency shoot up. 


"Hey, Lars," Jason shouted at Lars. "LARS! There's a guy on the pier and he waves at us, and he wants us to 
come back as far as | can see .. We should turn and get back. l'm sure that the guy .." 


"Aawwww, don't mind," Lars shouted back without turning around. "Those Australians use to be a little 


hysterical. Don't even look at him." 


"Didn't you pay up for the boat?" James cried against the noise of the powerboat's motor. He got nervous 


more and more. "I don't want to steal a powerboat .. Think about the yellow press .." 


"Don't be so negative, James," Lars shouted back, still in best mood. "I've paid up the guy .. | guess that he 
made me pay up a lot more cash than he usually asks for rent of all those other innocent tourists, just 
because we're Metallica It's always the same, they think our asses are billionaire's asses .. But, nevertheless, 


I've paid up the fucker. There's no cause to worry about something, | swear." 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! It's getting a litle dramatic now. 


Chapter 3 


The bad feeling in James' stomach got worse and worse. He was sure that something was wrong. Jason didn't 


feel well, too. He stared straight ahead and frowned then exchanged an anxious look with James. 


James grabbed Jason's hand and held onto it, cramping his fingers around Jason's. He moaned in growing 


desperation but the sound got swallowed by the noise of the powerboats motor. 


Lars steered out the boat in moderate tempo, holding it relatively steady. He was relieved by himself that he 
managed to do so because he had zero experience with powerboats, and his experience to steer a simple 
motorboat was very limited, too. In the past he already had ruined two motorboats by crashing against the 
piers as he had tried to get them back, but he never would have let the other guys know about this fact 
because he feared they would have laughed at him - or hit him because he had lied to them. 


Without turning around he nevertheless felt the waves of James’ growing anger in his back. But he tried to 
ignore it because he never would have given in and turned the boat around to get back to the harbour. Not 


even as he noticed that lots of other boats on sea had turned around and got steered back. 


"Lars, do you see those other boats?" James shouted at him after a while. "They seem to return to the 
harbour. Don't you think we shouldn't do the same? | mean, they must have a cause to get back to the 
harbour .. Well, | also mean, the guy on the pier had waved at us, and l'm pretty sure that he wanted us to 
get back. And I'm ALSO fucking pretty sure that the man knew what he was doing by waving at us because he 


lives here and has rented the boat to you, so he has to know everything about the sea around" 


"Aaawwww, don't be so negative, James! | told you that those Australians are totally hysterical," Lars shouted 
back, getting disgusted. "This is totally ridiculous. You are such a wimp, really. | haven't thought about you 


being such a complaining wimp, really. | have rented the boat for a whole day, and | want to use such a 
beautiful powerboat the whole day, if you know what | mean, because I've paid up for a whole day .. Do YOU 


want to lose our hard earned cash just because the singer of Metallica is such a wimp?" 


"| don't know, Lars. You seem to be a little over-enthusiastic and stubborn," Jason now threw in. He also got 
angry. "You know that James ain't a wimp, fucker. l'm no wimp, too, and | have a really bad feeling about this 
experience, and I'd say that you should turn around the fucking boat and get back to the harbour. I'm pretty 


sure that something might be wrong." 


Instead of listening to James and Jason, Lars snorted and accelerated the powerboat. The bow of the boat now 


barely touched the surface of the deep blue water. 


"You all are such unbearably wimps," he called out. "Look at the sea. There ain't more than very small waves, 
REALLY small waves, and the sky looks wonderfully clear and blue .. AND | have rented the boat for the whole 


day. So don't be so negative. | can't stand that. l'm a Dane, and we Danes are born fishermen and sailors." 


"Yeah, yeah, we know that shit," James shouted at Lars. "And | can't stand you telling us the shit over and 
over again .. | say that you turn around the fucking boat IMMEDIATELY because | want to get back to the 
harbour .. ALIVE" 


"Aaawww, James, don't be so FUCKING negative. You're supposed to be a bad-ass metal musician. This is 
unbearable. | really can't stand your whining any more. If our fans would get your wimpy whining we won't 


have an audience any longer. Do you wanna risk this?" 


He got the boat a little faster. Every time the bow hit the surface of the sea in full force the guys got 


thrown around. They weren't used to it and cried out in shock. James pulse raced. 


"Heeeyyy, isn't that fantastic?" Lars enthusiastically cried out. His green eyes sparkled "As soon as we'll get 
back to San Francisco | have to buy such a fucker. | can't wait for it .. | MUST have such a great powerboat, 


and then I'll take part at powerboat races. Aaahhh, this will be FAN-TA-STIC .. | can't wait for it!" 
James covered up his face with both hands, groaning loudly. 


"| gonna kill the asshole," he murmured. "I gonna kill him with my bare hands, and I'll break his neck and then I'l 


stuff his corpse into the toilet, as Kirk has said, because the asshole of a Dane will get flushed down easily ... | 


don't mind about the necessity of auditioning other drummers because this asshole isn't a real drummer, 


anyway, because he can't count up to three .." 


"FUCK, James, don't be so negative!" Lars shouted without turning around. It was difficult enough for him to 
hold the boat's position. "My ears are very good, and you don't need to whisper because | can get every 


fucking word you are sayin. You're such a wimp." 
James groaned once more. 
"The asshole is mad, completely mad." 


"I'd like to agree," Kirk all of a sudden threw in. He looked pretty nervous too. "I don't feel so good, Lars, and we 
should turn around .. Look, there are clouds on the horizon to see. l'm pretty sure that we better should turn 


around. Something might be wrong." 


"Oh, COME ON! Not you, too." Lars got frustrated more and more. "I can't stand your whining any longer. Those 
clouds are completely harmless. They are so small and white - like feathers. I'm a Dane, and | KNOW that the 
clouds are completely harmless. | really don't know why you all are such wimps. | ABSOLUTELY and totally can't 
stand this on-going complaining of you wimps any longer. | better should get you thrown out of the boat" 


"This would be a pretty good idea," James shouted. "Maybe it would be best if Kirk, Jason and | will leave the 
fucking boat - immediately. I'd rather swim back to the harbour than staying on board with a madman who 

doesn't know what he is doing ..You can fucking steer your fucking powerboat for a whole day rented, all into 
the harmless, feathery clouds, and | hope they'll swallow you and the boat without leaving a trace, asshole. | 


really don't mind to audition other drummers, if you know what | mean" 
"What nonsense! There's no cause to be so negative." Lars' fist hit the steering wheel. 


James tried to stand up to get ready to jump off the boat but Jason gripped his arm and pulled him back 


down on his seat. 


"James, sit down!" he ordered. "You can't jump out because the fucking boat is too fast. You won't survive if 


you'd jump out. It's too dangerous." 
"Fuck! Then let us knock out cold the Danish asshole!" James shouted, getting furious. "The guy is killing us." 


"I'd agree to knock him out or killing him if he won't be so fast ... It's too dangerous," Jason shouted back. "We 


can't do it .. Let's kill him later." 


Later is too late," James cried out. "Dead guys can't kill another dead guy!" 


"Eeeeeehhh!" Kirk yelled all of a sudden, panicking. "Lars! LAAARS! Look at the horizon .. EEEEEHH! It's getting 
black! Look at the horizon! LAAARS!" 


Lars slightly lifted his head and nearly lost control about the powerboat. As Kirk had correctly noticed, there 
was a pretty dark shadow on the sky, and said shadow grew up rapidly, coming near them - threatening fast. 


"Uuuuhhh, this might be a slight problem," Lars managed to croak. "Uuuuuhhh!" 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
This is VERY dramtic. Poor Lars! 


Chapter 4 


„Turn around .. turn around .. TURN AROUND!" the guys shouted at Lars whose face had got deadly pale all of 


a sudden. 
"Ye .. yeah, I'm trying ... I'm trying," he whimpered in angst. "I'm fucking trying!" 


He hastily and sharply turned the boats steering wheel to the right and wanted to perform a sharp turn to 
the right but failed poorly. The manoeuvre had been a big fault but Lars hadn't thought about it before - or 


hadn't done anything like this before because he completely was inexpirienced. 


The stern of the fast powerboat lost contact to the surface of the now black looking sea and whirled around, 
and the boat nearly capsized. 


Everybody - including Lars - cried out in panic and fear. They all were sure they would hit the surface of the 
sea completely unprotected, and their necks would get broke within the blink of an eye while the boat would 


get crashed down on them. 


"We'll die, we'll die, we are dying now .. We gonna diel" Kirk squealed in high-pitched tone, totally out of his mind. 
„Oh my god, we gonna DIE ... DIIIEEE .. Lars, you fucking MURDERER!" 


| knew it! AAAAHHH!" James yelled, holding onto everything of the boat he could get grabbed with his both 
hands, just to stay inside the boat. "The fucking damned asshole is killing us! HEEEELP! Oh my god, please help 


usl" 


Jason had got thrown off his seat and nearly off the boat, but in the very last moment he got his arms 
around James' lower legs, his face pressed against James' knees. His helmet got loose but he didn't notice it. In 
his panic he finally managed to hook his right foot around Kirk's ankle, and Kirk instinctively tensed up the 
muscles of his leg to hold Jason in position. He himself had cramped his fingers around the front parts of the 
boat's cockpit. 


Lars tried to turn back the steering wheel to the left side while the boat was whirling around, and now the 


boat heavily slipped and lost contact to the water's surface for some seconds. Then the powerboat crashed 


down in full force - luckily without capsizing - and then the motor died. 


The forward impetus made the boat move ahead maybe fifty feet more, the bow directed back at Brisbane. 


But the large city and the harbour no longer were to be seen on the horizon 


"Ooooohhhhh, NO!" Lars shrilly cried out in panic, hitting the steering wheel with his fists over and over again 
"No, PLEASE! Pleasepleasepleaseplease! COME ON! You can't do this to us .. PLEASE! PLEEEEASE!" 


He furiously tried to start the boat's motor but without an effect. Two times an ear-deafening shriek of the 
smashed and defect motor was to be heard, and then there was just silence - except Lars’ loud yells at the 
boat's motor to get started immediately, and Kirk's desperate whimpers and wailing. Tears ran down Kirk's 


already wet face. They all had got soaked by the sea's now cold water from heads to toes. 


James and Jason were too shocked to give a sound. Jason panted in frenzy, and James stared straight ahead 


without really seeing anything, and his body shook all over. His mouth hung open and his lips violently trembled. 


In the meantime Jason had lost his helmet without having noticed it, and his whole body hurt because he had 
got thrown around before he had been able to grab at James’ legs. But now he still had his arms cramped 


around James’ legs and his face at James’ trembling knees. 


All of a sudden James laid back his head to the nape of his neck to look at the sky, his eyes still glassy 


because of his massive shock. He gasped and gave a cry of horror. 


The sky above them was completely black now, and a rapidly growing darkness had started to swallow the boat 


with the four Metallica musicians inside. 


As James' brain had realized what was going on he abruptly shot off his seat and mercilessly shook Jason off 
his legs. Jason gave a shrill cry of fear and pain, but James didn't care. He already had gripped at Lars' arms 
in bruising force and brutally dragged him off the captain's seat and threw him hard and without a word onto 
his own seat at the back of the powerboat. 


Lars hit the seat in full force and cried out in pain. 
The next thing he felt was the hard backhand slap across his face what Jason delivered to him. 
"You damned asshole!” Jason furiously hissed at him. "Nothing to worry about? Asshole! You killed us. Look at 


the sky, you damned cretin! There's a storm coming up .. Oh shit, the storm has already swallowed us, and it's 


YOUR fucking fault, asshole!" 


He slapped Lars again, and the Dane cried out in fear and pain. Tears ran down his face. 
|. [haven't ... | didn't know about a storm ... Please, you have to believe me .. PLEASE!" 


"| fucking don't believe just one word you asshole tells us," Jason furiously yelled at him. "You wanted to kill us, 


all of us, just because of your impertinent arrogance .. A born sailor! What an arrogant shit!" 


Jason slapped Lars once more, full of hate and fury. His long chestnut coloured and completely wet hair flew. 
He even didn't feel the creeping up coldness inside his hurting body. 


James frantically had tried to start up the powerboats motor again. Everything he was able to get from the 


motor was three more shrill deafening sounds but the motor gave no active power. 
He was dead. 


"Shit!" James hit the steering wheel with his both hands. "SHIT! The motor is dead. He's fucking DEAD, and we 
are dead, too. LAAARS! LAAAAARS! You are such an asshole! You killed the whole band ... ASSHOLE!" 


Lars desperately tried to get rid of Jason's slapping hands and gripped the back of the captain's seat. 


‘James, | didn't want to kill us, please, you have to believe me, please! | didn't know anything about a storm 


coming up! Please, you have to believe me ..” 


"That's the fucking problem, you asshole! You didn't think of anything, you never did," James yelled at him. 
"Now the storm is there and we'll fucking die in a fucking powerboat without any help!" 


‘I'm sorry, I'm sorry, please, l'm sorry, please, you have to believe me, please," Lars wailed in desperation. "| 
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didn't know about an upcoming storm .." 
In the blink of an eye Kirk turned around and slapped Lars hard across the face, too. 


"You damned asshole of a damned Danish fucker!" he cried out in panic and horror. "| never thought about 
dying because of a storm on sea, just because a fucker of a damned Danish gnome - who isn't worth a shit - 
thought he'd knows everything about the fucking sea. Now the boat is dead, and we are dead, too .. Oh my god, 
look at the sky .. We are doomed!" 


As Kirk had said - they all were doomed. 


The sky was of a deep and dark threatening grey now, getting darker every second. There was a deafening 


silence. 
Silence. 


Silence. Just silence. 


James had given up his ineffective trials to re-start the motor of their powerboat. It was useless, anyway. He 


just stared at the sky then at the horizon 
He now was completely paralyzed. 
His fingers were cramped around the steering wheel of the powerboat, the knuckles white. 


A front of massive, heavy rain came near, clearly ready to swallow the boat and the men inside to finish them 


up. Then an unbelievable aggressive and sucking sound reached the guys ears, growing up within seconds. 
Every one of them was frozen in deep shock, no longer able to move just one muscle. The just waited. 
Waited. 

To get killed 


Then, the front of heavy rain hit them. They had been soaked by the sea's water before but now they nearly 


drowned because of the large and continuously hitting down drops of rain water. 


All of them gasped for air and tried to protect themselves with their arms over their heads. They cried out 
in deep shock and pain because of the stinging water drops. 


Another deep, rumbling sound what seemed to come out of the depths of the black sea was to be heard. The 
powerboat got gripped by a massively and brutally forceful wind, got lifted of the water's surface and whirled 
around in quick turns. The boat lost contact to the water's surface and got sucked into the storm's merciless 


power, whirling around faster and faster. 


There was no help. 
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Chapter 5 


The powerboat completely was out of control now. A weird and evil maelstrom dragged the boat upwards in 
unbelievably fast rotating turns with an obscerely slurping sound, the rotations getting faster and faster, but 
luckily there wasn't any skipping to the sides. The storm wind roared like wounded beasts in hell 


All four Metallica guys frantically cried out and shouted in fear and panic, four hearts raced in unison, and all 
the men panted just flatly and fast any more. The wind nearly took their breathes off them and shook their 
bodies. The cruel curtain of rain hit them mercilessly, beating them, and it felt as if their skin and flesh would 
get ripped open by bullets. 


They howled in pain. The air had got icily cold and stung them like a shower of frozen blades. 


The guys desperately tried to get crouched into the boat as low as possible, holding onto everything they could 
get a gip on Every part of the boat was slippery because of the curtain of icy rain 


"Aaaawww, please, please, please!" Lars wailed against the ear-deafening storm. "Please, | didn't want to do this 


~. Please, believe me ... | didn't .. didn't have .. a clue ... a clue about an upcoming storm .." 


The knuckles of his fingers around the back of one of the rear seats had a blue-white colour now. His long 
hair had got loose under his helmet and the wet strands covered up his face, shoulders and back. His imposing 
sailor's shirt stuck to his skin because it was soaked by water. He didn't feel or notice it. 


"| never wanted to cause it," he cried in mental pain without realizing the pain in his body. "Oh my god, forgive 
me ... forgive me ... please help us ... HELP US!" 


James gave a long-drawn howl - like an animal what got hunted down by another wild beast which wanted to 
kill him. He was out of coherent words, and his face was a white mask of agony. Kirk and Jason just whimpered 
without pause, and both had no more tears. Their eyes would have been dry without the cold rain what blinded 
them. 


They all fought for their sheer lives - without any hope or thought to stay alive. 
Without knowing or realizing it that they were fighting for their lives. 
They had got captured inside the dark tunnel to death. 


It couldn't have got worse. 


But then James managed to turn his head to the side then to look up, and through the dark grey curtain of 
rain he saw ahead of them a trunk-like slim and rapidly swirling structure getting near the boat. The long 
trunk - what reached down into the deep abyss underneath them - was of an awful and angry black-grey 


colour and looked dangerously and deadly. 


"Oh, geeze, it's a fucking TORNADO!" James cried out in sheer panic. "Its a tornado .. We gonna die in a tornado 
.. Oh, PLEASE, PLEASE, NO! Not a tornado! PLEASE!" 


Lars gave a shrill shout then another one - and another one. He was freaking out, his body and brain an 


incoherent mass of hysteria. 


Kirk didn't react anymore. He was paralyzed and near death because of shock, and he looked like a statue from 


white and black marble. His eyes were ripped open wide, he had lost the power to blink 


Not even the heavy rain made him flinch. He just stared straight ahead, seeing nothing else than a small black 
tunnel what narrowed quickly in front of his staring eyes, and not even a light at the end of the tunnel was to 
be seen by Kirk His lips hung open, spit ran out of the corners of his mouth, getting mixed with the water 
what splashed onto his face. 


"That's no tornado, no tornado, nonono, its not a tornado, you're wrong, James," Jason mechanically and 
repeatedly whimpered. "You're WRONG ... No tornado .. They call them ‘Cyclones’ .. cyclones, yes, they say .. 
cyclones .. Those storms are called cyclones, not tornados .. cyclones ... cyclones .. Yes, cyclones, I'm sure 
about this .. Yes, they call them cyclones and not tornados ... Oh, we'll gonna die by getting killed by a cyclone .. 


a cyclone ... a cyclone .." 
James backhanded Jason across the face to silence him up. He was out of his mind himself. 


"Stop the fuck with the fucking cyclone, Jason, it's all the same, SHIT, it's all the same," James yelled against 
the storm wind. "FUCKING SHIT! FUCKING, FUCKING SHIT! We're dying inside a tornado, or a cyclone, or a fucking 


taifun, it's all the same, because we're dying NOW!" 


As the trunk of the cyclone hit the powerboat, everything went stunningly silent all of a sudden 


The boat - and the four musicians of Metallica inside of the powerboat - got sucked up higher and higher 
while the pressure of the air fell down rapidly. A large trunk of sea water got sucked up with a sudden 
explosion of an evil slurping and hissing sound, too, but didn't reach the underside of the powerboat. 


All of a sudden, everything they heard was .. 
~.a deep and deafening silence. 


Silence. 


Then, the black clouds above them got ripped open, and clear blue sky was to be seen The rain had stopped 
and the pressure of the atmosphere shot up. 


Automatically, the guys swallowed and swallowed numerous time to get back their hearing, but without much 
effect. There still was deadly silence around them. The boat floated and drifted upwards in small turns and 
circles. They were flying to the sky. 


None of the guys ever had experienced something awfully and frightening like this, and they were stunned, now 
staring into the sky without getting what was going on 


Everybody's short hairs on the nape of the neck and all over the arms were erected, and they were covered 
in goose-bumps. Nobody ever had been in such a horrible and clearly life-threatening situation. This was 


outstanding in a kind what was beyond imagination 


All of a sudden they all got aware that they won't have any control about the situation any longer. If they'd 
tried they won't have succeeded. They were lost to the Grim Reaper with the sharp blade of his shimmering 
sickle of death. 


There was the sky above them, the sea somewhere deep down beneath them, the storm around them - and 


four help- and hopeless feeling bad-ass metal musicians in a powerboat. 


The boat skipped to the right side with a hard shake. All of the men gave shrill shouts of angst. 


Jason's head hit the back of the captain's seat, and he cried out in pain, trying to protect his head with his 


arm. 
"Why can't we die NOW?" he howled. "I wanna die NOW! It's too much .. Please, | wanna diel” 


"SHUT UPI Shut the fuck up ... It's fucking useless!" James yelled at him. He cramped his right hand around the 
steering wheel of the boat. His shoulder hurt like hell, also his icy cold fingers. "It's a nightmare, Jase, baby, 
it's just a nightmare, please believe me, baby, wake up .. Please, wake me up, Jase ... JASE, it's a nightmare, 
nothing else, come on, baby, please! | love you, | love you so much, Jase, please. You're everything to me, baby, 


| want you to know this .. Jase!" 


"No, it isn't a nightmare, James, you don't sleep, baby," Jason desperately cried back. "We're awake, and it's all 
Lars' fault .. He's a devil who's killing us now, | told you he'll kill us .. We all knew he'll sometimes kill us with 
his mad ideas." 


"Shut THE FUCK up! This isn't RIGHT!" Lars furiously yelled at Jason. "I don't want to kill us, and | NEVER 
wanted to kill us ... kill YOU .. Fuck, WHATEVER! You are fucking mad, asshole .. | just wanted us to have a nice 
day on sea, that's all” 


"That's ALL? You mean that's ALL?" Kirk shouted at Lars. He would have spat fire on Lars if he would have 
been able to do so. "Look up, asshole! The eye of the fucking cyclone is sucking us up into the atmosphere ... 
We're dead meat, asshole, and it's just because of you!" 
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Chapter 6 


Fly with me and fly away 
To the sky, to the sky 
Into the light of a bright blue sky 


Let me love you while we'll fly 
Let me touch your lips with mine 


Open your eyes and look at the sky 


Ill kiss your lips and you'll kiss mine 
We are together, our lover never will die 


A love like ours never will die 


James forcefully coughed and frantically tried to suck in the salty air around him to get more oxygen inside 

his lungs. But it wasn't enough to get all the air he needed, and he had to cough over and over again, then he 
threw up and spat out a lot of water and bile. He felt like drowning inside the dark sea because there was so 
much water and he didn't know how to get rid of it. 


There was water inside his mouth, inside his lungs and inside his stomach. His whole body was soaked by water, 
and his shirt and jeans stuck to his tall figure like a second layer of cold skin which he wasn't able to shake 
off. He tried but didn't succeed. Water ran down his thighs as cold as ice and he gave a weakly shriek of angst. 


James gasped for air once more and felt the mercilessly deadly claws of suffocation around his neck while he 
was on his knees and hands. His fingers cramped into the ground without him noticing it. His body shook, and 
whimpering sounds dropped off his lips. His long blond hair hung down in wet strands, covering up his face like a 


curtain, so he wanted to lift a hand to stroke the wet hair back. But he failed and fell down on his stomach. 


Then he blacked out again 


The next time he regained consciousness he found himself lying on his back He tried to move but hellish pain 


shot up and down his whole body, so he just slightly opened up his lids after a while. He had to blink rapidly. 
Because light painfully hit his eyes. 

Sunlight. 

THE SUN. 

James blinked several times then carefully turned his head to the right side where the light came from. 


A large red sun glowed like a ball of fire over the horizon The air was warm and soft and caressed James’ 


skin like a touch from silky fabric. 

He closed his eyes and felt the warmth of the red sun on the horizon on his sore lips. It felt so good. He licked 
his lips, as carefully as he'd never done this before. The tip of his tongue touched some cuts but there wasn't 
much pain. It just felt - unfamiliar. 

Yes, it felt unfamiliar, as if he'd lick the lips of a foreigner inside his body. Some foreigner - who wanted to get 
caressed by James, and to get touched to feel himself inside James’ relaxed land motionless limbs, and his 


calmly thinking brain 


There was no need to cough any longer, and his breath was steady and calmly, too. The pain in his body slowly 
drifted off, and James relaxed and gave a sigh of relief. 


This wasn't hell. 
It couldn't have been hell. 


If this was death, it felt good. 


There was no fear. There just was deep calmness and warmth. This never could have been hell. 


All of a sudden, a small whimpering sound reached James' ears. It sounded like the whining of a baby before it 
got fully awake, just to give a small sign before it would have started to cry because of discomfort, 
completely without having consciousness about the effect it caused. 

But James KNEW about this sound. He had heard it all so often, and he loved to hear those soft whimpers. 

He swallowed several times and licked his sore lips then he turned his body to his left side. This wasn't easy 
because his arms and legs seemed to be like heavy weights, holding and pinning him down to the ground 
beneath him. He moved in slow-motion. 


Then his fingers touched something warm and caressing - sand. 


There was warm and caressing and dry sand all around and underneath him. He raked his fingers through the 


sand, not believing what he felt. 

Another series of weak whimpers got him to open up his eyes, and there was Jason, 

JASON! 

He was alive! 

He laid some feet away from James and moved his arms and legs like an incoherent child, trying to touch 
everything beneath and around him. Sand ran through his sprawled fingers, and all those small cuts all over 


the skin of his hands made Jason groan in pain because the sand was too rough for them. 


"Oh, ooohhh," he moaned, blindly turning his head from one side to the other. "It hurts ... it hurts so much ... 
ooohhh ..." 


James was on his hands and knees in the blink of an eye. He didn't realize how he managed it but, all of a 


sudden, he was at Jason's side, bending low. 


"Jase, oh Jase ... I'm here, I'm here with you, baby .. Oh, my baby, I'm here!" he sobbed. "Please, baby, open 


your eyes!" 


His trembling fingers stroked the long and still wet strands of chestnut coloured hair off Jason's pale face. The 
wet hair stuck to Jason's skin and his bloody, sore lips. 


Jason whimpered and his lids fluttered but he didn't have the strength to open up his eyes. 

"Ja .. James ... James?" 

"Yes, baby, l'm here ... I'm here with you." 

"You're .. here .. James .. Is this you, James?" 

"Yes, it's James .. It's your James .. Oh, I love you much, Jason .. Oh, please, look at me. Look at me, Jase." 
But Jason still didn't manage to get his eyes open. He tried hard but failed over and over again. 

"|. | can't," he whimpered. "James?" 

Hot tears ran down James’ cheeks and over his lips, and then fell down onto Jason's pale face. 

He bent lower and his lips touched Jason's. He tasted the iron inside Jason's blood but he didn't mind because 
he just wanted to taste Jason, nothing else. His fingers caressed Jason's cheek and hair, smoothing it back while 
he ran his fingers through it. 

Then, Jason slowly lifted his left arm and laid it around James’ neck. His fingers slipped into James’ hair and 
held onto it while he opened up his lips to let James’ tongue enter his mouth. They both moaned and 
whimpered, their bodies trembling in unison. 

It was so good to feel the other one's warmth and caressing fingers. Jason ran his hand along James’ back. He 
instinctively grabbed at the remnants of James' life supporting swimming vest and tried to identify the pieces 
and rags without opening his eyes. Then he gripped at James’ shirt and pulled it up to get his hand underneath 


the fabric. His fingertips stroked James' bare and warm skin. 


James felt goose-bumps all over his body, and he intensified their kiss. Jason eagerly kissed back. 


But then they had to break the kiss because they needed to breathe. James panted and looked down at Jason's 


face then he turned his head to make sure that Jason wasn't injured in a life-threatening way. 


Jason's swimming vest was a mere ruin of rags, too, and his shirt was torn and dirty. The right leg of his 
jeans was torn up, too, and James saw the multiple cuts all along Jason's shin. But there wasn't bleeding. The 


wounds looked dry and pretty clean. Jason had lost his sneakers and his right sock. 
But none of his limbs seemed to be broken, and James gave a groan of relief. He touched Jason's belly after 
he had pulled up the torn shirt and there weren't any wounds or larger bruises. Also, Jason didn't flinch as 


James ran his fingers all over his abdomen. 


James didn't care about his own body. He just felt a light sting on the right lower side of his ribcage. A broken 
rib, as he assumed. He knew this kind of pain. It meant nothing to him. 


Jason's fingers touched James' hand, and as James turned his head he looked into Jason's blue eyes. 


"James ... what happened?" Jason whispered. "Where are we?" 
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„Uuuhhuuuhuuh," someone loudly wailed, and James and Jason immediately looked up. "Uuuuhhhuuuhh." 

It was Kirk. 

He clearly was in pain and slowly limped over the sand, supported by Lars who looked extremely guilty. Lars 
had laid his left arm around Kirk's waist and had his other hand on his own right thigh. The fabric of his 
formerly perfectly white linen sailor's pants was torn and bloody there, and he limped, too. But the blood looked 
dry. 


Kirk still gave long-drawn wails while he carefully held his left arm to his chest with the help of the other 


arm. His body shook and tears ran down his face. 

As James saw this he was on his feet as fast as he could do, groaning because of his hurting broken rib, 
while Jason - who was in pain too - needed a little more time. Jason grimaced but gave no sound. He looked 
down at his leg and noticed the multiple small cuts on his shin 

In the meantime James nearly had reached Kirk and Lars. 

"Kirk ... Kirk, what happened?" he cried out. "Are you injured? What happened to you?" 


"He broke his arm," Lars answered because Kirk was too shocked to give another sound as "Uuhhuuuhuuuh". 


Kirk's completely ruffled dark hair hung down in chaotic curls and waves. He looked awfully. None of his legs 
seemed to be fractured. He limped - but he walked. 


"O my god, Kirk!" Jason cried out. "Your arm? You broke your arm .. 0 my god! How bad is it?" 
"| don't know, | don't know," Kirk wailed. "It hurts so much .. ALL my bones are broken 


"That's nonsense," Jason shot back. "You're still able to walk, so not ALL your bones are broken 


‘lm so sorry," Lars whimpered. "This is so awful, and l'm so sorry, I've done this .. | don't know what has 


happened, and |." 


"We got caught by a fucking cyclone, asshole," James furiously yelled at him. Lars shrieked. "You should have 
known of the risk because you should have asked for the weather before starting the fucking powerboat, or 
you should have turned around as the guy on the pier waved at us, but you arrogant fucker ignored it! It's 

always the same with you! You're such an asshole." 


"I know," Lars cried. "I'm an asshole. And l'm sorry ... | won't do it again if I'd the chance." 
"That's fucking easy to say now," James howled. "You always do shit like this! A harmless tour with a 
powerboat! You're such a fool! And now we don't know where we are, and how we got here, asshole .. Not to 


mention the fact that we don't fucking know how to leave." 


"Fuck, let's stop yelling at each other now," Jason angrily threw in. "Look at Kirk! He's in pain, and we have to 


care about him at first before yelling at each other again! You both are such stupid assholes!" 


They got Kirk sitting down onto the sand. The red sun on the horizon still gave enough light to have a look at 
Kirk's broken lower arm. As it seemed both bones were broken Kirk's fingers were swollen and he still cried in 


pain. 


| never will be able to play a guitar again, my beautiful guitars," he whimpered. "I'm completely ruined, and l'm 
a useless wreck .. Uuuuhhuuuhhuuuh!" 


"Stop the shit! IMMEDIATELY! James ordered him in a firm tone. "I've fucking broken my arm several times, 
and do | look as if | can't play the fucking guitar or would be useless?" 


"You're not me, you always can sing," Kirk wailed. "My life is ruined .. l'm crippled.” 


"Well, you still are ALIVE," Jason coldly mentioned. "Now SHUT UP, so we can care about your arm without you 
yapping around ... You're giving me a fucking headache." 


| don't mind, and Lars did this to me," Kirk hysterically yelled at Jason. "He's a monster." 


Jason backhanded Kirk across his face - not too hard but effectively. Kirk immediately stopped crying and 
looked at Jason with large dark eyes, still sobbing quietly. 


"That's better," Jason said and patted Kirk's uninjured shoulder. "Now let's have a look for something to get 
your arm splinted, poor baby." 


After having searched as fast as possible before complete sun-downing the guys found several pieces of wood 
on the sandy strand. They hastily returned to Kirk whose feet had gone wet again because of the upcoming 
sea. He sat on the water front without even noticing it. 


They dragged him away from the tide waves because he just stared ahead without doing anything. 

"l'm so sorry," Lars whispered. "And | really don't know what has happened, guys, | really don't know." 

"Come on, that's easy to get," Jason calmly said while he looked at Kirk's broken arm. "The cyclone sucked the 
powerboat with us inside up and transported us to a fucking other part of the fucking Earth while we had 
been unconscious. Maybe, this is an island, and hopefully there are people, but we have to found out if the 
people here are still eating other people .. And | really don't like the idea of being eaten" 


"Man-eaters®" Kirk whined. "| don't like man-eaters." 


"None of us likes them," James groaned. "So we should be careful, fucker, what means that you better stop to 


whine as loud as fucking ten amps at the same time." 


Kirk immediately shut his mouth then cautiously looked around for hungry man-eaters in warrior's body 


painting and with large knives or spears in hands. 


It wasn't easy to get his arm splinted. The ends of the broken bones of the lower arm were a little dislocated, 


so Jason wanted to relocate them before splinting them to make sure that the bones could heal properly. 


Lars looked shocked, his face was pale, his green eyes ripped open James gave a quiet moan. To relocate Kirk's 


broken bones would have got a torture for all of them. Kirk wasn't in the mood to tolerate any more pain 


"Okay, Kirk," Jason calmly said. "I've done this before .." 

"Really?" Kirk whimpered and looked at Jason with his dark eyes wide. "You're lying to me." 

"No," Jason firmly answered. "| don't lie to you. It happened on a mountain-biking tour with some friends. One of 
them fell off his bike and broke his arm, and .. well, the bones had penetrated the skin and we didn't want to 
leave it like this .." 

"The bones penetrated the skin? This is awful. Do my bones penetrate the skin, too? This is awful!" 


Kirk panicked once more. 


"No, no, your bones don't penetrate the skin," Jason hastily said. "They are just slightly dislocated. Now, be a 
good boy and let me do the shit, okay? It will be done within a second. Okay?" 


Kirk gave a desperate little whimper then nodded. 
Jason gave James a brief look. 

"James, would you please support him a little?" 
"Sure." 


James sat down behind Kirk. He exactly knew what Jason had meant. Kirk had to be held, so he won't have a 
chance to run away. And he had to get distracted. 


James slipped his left arm around Kirk's waist and chest and Jason carefully took Kirk's arm. Lars knelt beside 


them, holding ready the pieces of wood. 


All of a sudden James slapped Kirk's right shoulder with his free hand, pretty hard. Kirk yelped in shock and 
pain. But while he was busy with this, Jason already had relocated his lower arm's bones with firm hands 


without Kirk really getting it. 


He nodded at Lars who instantly reached him the pieces of wood and helped to lay them along Kirk's arm and 
hand. They quickly wrapped stripes of Lars' former and now torn shirt around it to hold the provisory splints 


in place. 


Kirk was too shocked to give a sound. He just stared James still held him tightly. He had feared that Kirk would 


have passed out and was very relieved that it hadn't happened. Kirk mostly wasn't a wimp but now he was 


severely injured and in fear. So James understood his reactions. 

"Okay, it's done, Kirk," Jason said and looked into Kirk's face. "I guess it will heal properly. It looks good." 
Kirk just nodded. 

Jason reached over and ruffled Kirk's hair a little more. 


"You're really tough, sweetheart” 


In the interim it had got pretty dark. The horizon still was a little orange and red coloured, and some stars 


already could be seen. 
James stared up to the sky. 


"We have to look for some shelter for the night," he calmly said. "Maybe the storm will come back, and | don't 


wanna get dragged in another time ...” 
Lars started to sniff. 
"I'm so sorry, guys," he whimpered. "It's all my fault ... | failed poorly.” 


"That's fucking right," James coldly answered. 
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Chapter 8 


The guys - except Kirk who held is arm and was in pain - hurried along the strand to find a place were they 
would have been safe enough for the night. Lars limped badly because he had contacted the sand with the side 
of his left leg because he exhaustedly had fallen down after swimming to the strand. There was a large bruise 
now but luckily no fracture of the leg. 


They all feared that someone would find them and would try to kill them, and they didn't know where they had 
been landed after they had gone down by the storm. Luckily they all had survived what was surprising enough. 


So, none of them wanted to get killed. Kirk continuously had muttered under his breath that they all would get 


cooked up in a large cauldron to prepare them for getting eaten. The other guys get annoyed more and more. 


"| don't believe that the fuckers will cook us to get a nice soup with some delicious meat inside .. | never have 
seen a cauldron what would be large enough to cook a tall guy like me," James said to stop Kirk's lament. "| 
guess they will do a barbecue AND a great party with dancing and singing and some guys who will drum. And 
everybody will be naked except their body paintings .. And the next day they'll do the same because there are 
four idiots to get grilled - everyday another one." 


Kirk sniffed and sniffed. 
"You are mean," he then said, his voice trembling. 


His dark eyes were full of tears but in the interim it had got too dark, so none of the other guys saw Kirk's 


tears. 


"Yeah, that's right, fucker," James answered and sneered. "And you better shut up now because there ain't 


man-eaters. We all have run up the strand, and there weren't any other footsteps except ours." 
"And | guess that this is one of those uninhibited very small islands - a volcano island." 


"A volcano island?" Lars cried out. He was shocked. "Fuck. We are doomed. | don't wanna die because of an 


exploding volcano!" 


"| don't believe that the volcano will do anything to you," Jason calmly said. "| saw the upper part of the 
volcano's cone, and it looked completely burnt out .. There's no sign of lava as far as | could have seen... | 


hope that the cone is filled with enough drinkable water because l'm fucking thirsty.’ 


The guys had no other choice than to sleep on the strand. Jason suggested that they should got near the 
coconut palms he had seen at the upper end of the sand. So, they all changed position without seeing much 
because of the darkness. 


James had helped Kirk to get up, and he supported him with his right arm around Kirk's waist. Unfortunately 
Kirk heavily leaned against his right side, especially against James' ribcage with the broken rib. It hurt like hell 
but James gave no sound of pain because Kirk didn't do this on purpose. Also, Kirk yet didn't know about 
James’ broken rib. 


Jason held James’ free hand, and with his other hand he had gripped Lars’ right wrist to lead them to the 
place he had spotted. 


Finally they had reached the upper end of the strand. 


"Alright," Jason firmly said. "| guess we are far enough from the water line, so tidal waves can't reach us .. So 


come on and lay down." 


"Fuck! Tidal waves?" Lars anxiously asked in panic while he sat down. The sand still was warm. "I won't stand 
fucking tidal waves which will fucking kill us by drowning us ... | already nearly drowned by swimming to this 
strand after the powerboat had hit the sea .. AND | had to drag Kirk with me because he was unconscious .. 
You both swam to the strand, too, but you nearly drowned, James, and Jason must have been in deep shock 


because he constantly cried for help and for getting rescued .. Don't you remember about this?" 


"Shit, | don't remember ANYTHING!" James growled. "I fucking woke up at this fucking strand, and that's all | 
remember. But YOU know about the powerboat? Fuck! Where's the powerboat? Fucker, why haven't you told 
us? We could have searched for the boat. Inside the boxes between the seats are enough bottles of water and 
also food to survive for days if the boat's motor will fail .. The boat gives a rescue signal what we could have 
activated ... But no! Mr fucking motormouth Ulrich, the born Danish sailor, didn't ask for the weather because 
he thought that HE could easily get managed every situation!" 


James, who already had lay down, sat up and suppressed the urgent impulse to slap Lars because the fucker 


hasn't told them about the powerboat. 


"The tide will drag the boat into the open sea, so we'll never have a chance to find it," James added. He had 


calmed down because it was useless to go on with his lament about the boat. 


"Yes, | know, and I'm so sorry," Lars whispered. "I really didn't think about a cyclone because the sky had been 
absolutely clear and without clouds .. | never have seen a cyclone or tornado - just on TV - and | never would 
have thought that the upcoming small clouds on the horizon in front of us meant that a dangerous storm will 


come up, too .. And this fucking cyclone came up so unbelievable fast. It was awful ... I'm so sorry." 


"We all know that you are sorry, Lars," Jason calmly said. "You have saved Kirk's life, and we all survived the 
cyclone. | really don't know how we managed to do this ... It was a hell of a ride, and | don't remember much, 
exactly like James. Its a complete blackout, and | really don't want to know what exactly had happened ... And 
now its totally useless to talk about guilt, or who had failed. Motormouth Lars thinks he would have carte 
blanche for doing fucking shit, especially by talking down some poor guys until they get stupid, or hurt their 
feelings BEFORE getting it that he better would have thought about what nonsense he had done." 


"I know," Lars sobbed. "I've been such an asshole. l'm so sorry.’ 
Tears ran down his face, and his body shook from crying. 


"Let him go, that's enough now. There is no need to endlessly pick on him. He hasn't done this on purpose" Kirk 


quietly said now. 


He stroked Lars' back to calm him down. It helped, and Lars relaxed a little. He leaned into Kirk's hand. Kirk bent 


over and kissed Lars' neck. 


"Lars saved me," he said. "Without him dragging me with him | would have drowned .. He was in shock, too, but 


he saved my life ... He saved my life, and | love him." 


Chapter 9 


Author's Notes: 
This is a James/Jason chapter. 


Chapter 9 


„The powerboat! THE POWERBOAT! Oh, please guys, look! Guys, the powerboat is out there! Directly in front of 
us .. We haven't lost the boat, oh I'm so glad, I'm so fucking glad," Lars excitedly shouted and whined at his 


comrades, hopping up and down in the already warm sand of the strand. 


He quickly limped over to the water line, splashing water all around his legs while tears ran down his cheeks. 


"Do you see it? YOU HAVE TO SEE IT! Quick, come over! The boat is out there .. Oh, my god, the boat! OUR 
BOAT!" 


He seemed to be out of his mind. 
James and Jason were at Lars’ side in no time and stared out into the beautiful clear and still dark blue sea, 
James shading his eyes with his hand. Kirk stayed where he was. He still looked sleepy and held his broken and 


splinted arm. His dark curls were completely ruffled and full of sand. 


They all had slept in the sand, cuddled up to another, searching the other guys' warmth because it had been a 
little chilly during the night, and they hadn't any blankets or another cover to keep them warm. 


The red glowing morning sun already stood low over the horizon, and red and orange sparkles on the water's 


surface mad the guys blink 

"You're fucking right," James quietly said as he saw the drifting powerboat: 

But he wasn't calm - he just looked calm. His pulse raced and he breathed flat and fast. He was excited, too. 
"Jason, lets swim over to rescue the boat. We have to bring her in .. We need her so much, oh my god .. 
There's a lot of water and energy bars for us to survive inside the boxes .. If the boxes are still there and 


complete, of course. Anyway, we urgently need the boat for life support. H's our only chance." 


"I know, James," Jason calmly answered. "Let's gol” 


The powerboat didn't look as being too far away from the strand but this was an illusion. At first James and 
Jason tried to swim as fast as they could because they were good swimmers and had a lot of power, but 
finally they had to slow down after a while because the both started to breathe very hard and couldn't hold 
their tempo. James was handicapped by his broken rib what started to hurt more and more and made him 
moan in pain, and Jason got problems by his right leg what started to hurt because of all those cuts along his 


shin, and it also started to cramp. 


"Slow down, Jase, please, slow down," James called out and spit water. "We're trying too hard ... The tide is 


coming in, it will help us, so we don't have to hurry. Let's rest for a moment, okay? PLEASE!" 


"Okay!" Jason called back at James. He was relieved. "| urgently need some rest, too, because my legs cramps 
like mad. Its too much, it's just to much ... Oh, I'm getting another cramp after the other, James, | have to 


pause." 
‘lm sorry, baby," James coughed, spitting out water again. "I don't want to do this to you.” 


He had managed to get over at Jason's side. They both laid on their backs on the warm water, just drifting 
along with the small tidal waves. 


James slipped his hand into Jason's, and Jason softly squeezed James' fingers to comfort them both. 


"What a shit," James murmured. He nearly cried. "This is such a nightmare .. | never would have thought that 


something like this could happen ... And its all Lars‘ fault." 
He slightly turned his head to spit out some more water. 


"Don't say this, baby," Jason answered, still breathless. He wiped his face with his free hand. "Lars is just too 
stupid to see his own limits .. He always was. | don't suppose he has done this on purpose .. He really wanted 
to have a nice day, and he wanted to share it with us. | don't blame him for this." 


James gave a moan of desperation. 


"But | blame him for this. He always was - and is - a selfish fucker, from the very beginning on, and he never 
thought of the consequences about his activities. He never managed to stop if he noticed when he has 
overstepped the border .. He just didn't stop, Jase .. You don't know him as long as |. And | did the constant 
fault to be drunk all the time, so | wasn't interested in controlling his activities ... | just didn't want to see the 


negative things because Lars got the train rolling, so | was as selfish as he was." 


"Maybe, that's right, James, but we can't change our awful situation by mourning about the past ... So, let's do 


our best NOW to make our situation as comfortable as we could manage," Jason answered. 
He looked up at the sky but didn't see anything. 


And he didn't want to see anything. He just wanted to survive. 


After their rest James and Jason finally had reached the powerboat. The boat looked pretty damaged, but the 


two Metallica musicians managed to enter her after a while of desperation and trying without effect. 


It really wasn't easy to climb into the boat because they always slipped off the slimy railway but Jason finally 
got James inside. James hit the boat's floor with a gasp of pain. But he got up pretty fast and pulled Jason 
inside the boat. As Jason's shin hit the railway he cried out in pain, and James immediately felt bad. 


At first sight the supply boxes between the seats looked good. James had to use some force to get open one 
of them but then he was relieved to see the intact water bottles and the still sealed in energy bars. 


He gave a groan and some sobs and covered his wet face with both hands then stroked back his also wet long 


blond hair. Jason wasn't able to hold back a moan of relief, too. 
It didn't help. 


They both felt so exhausted and sat there without motion for a long while. All their power was gone. The sea's 
water dripped off them. They both didn't notice it. 


"I can't go on, Jase," James then whispered. "I don't have the strength to move on | really wanna die. Please, 


just let us die." 


"Don't even think about nonsense like this, James," Jason sharply answered, gripping James' hand and squeezing 
it very hard. "Please .. Think about poor Kirk. He's in so much pain because of his broken arm, and this isn't 
right. He has done nothing, he just trusted Lars .. We cannot do this to him. He's completely innocent." 


